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THE 


Poor Man's PRAYER, Sc. 


MIDST the more important toils of ſtate, 
The counſels lab'ring in thy patriot ſoul, 


Tho' Europe from thy voice expect her fate, 
And thy keen glance extend from pole to pole, 


O CHATHAM, nurs'd in ancient virtue's lore, 
To theſe ſad ſtrains incline a fav'ring ear ; 
Think on the Gop, whom Thou, and I adore, 


Nor turn unpityipg from the Poor Man's Prayer. 
B Ah 


64 
Ah mel how bleſt was once a peaſant's life! 
No lawleſs paſſion ſwell'd my even breaft; - 
Far from the ſtormy waves of civil ſtrife, oy | 


Sound were my {lumbers, and my heart at reſt. 


I ne'er for guilty, painful pleaſures ro- d.,. 376 
But taught by nature, and by choice to wed, 

From all the hamlet cull'd whom beſt I'lov'd, 
With her I ſtaid my heart, with her my bed. 


To gild her worth J afſk'd no wealthy power, 
My toil could feed her, and my arm defend 
In youth, or age, in pain, or pleaſure's hour, 
The ſame forid huſband, father, brother, friend. 


And ſhe, the faithful partner of my care, 
When ruddy evening ſtreak d the Weſtern ſky, 
Look'd towards the uplands, if her mate was there, 
Or thro” the beech-wood caſt an anxious eye. 
Then, 
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Then, careful matron, heap'd the maple board 
With favoury herbs, and pick d the nicer part 

From ſuch plain food as Nature could afford, 
Ere ſimple nature was debauch'd by art. 


While I, contented with my homely cheer, 

Saw, round my knees my prattling children play; 
And oft with /pleas'd attention fat to hear 

The little hiſtory of their idle day. 


But ah | how chang' d the ſcene! on the cold ſtones, 
Where wont at night to blaze the chearful fire, 
Pale famine fits, and counts her naked bones, 
Still ſighs for food, ſtill pines with vain deſire. 


My faithful wife with ever; ſtreaming eyes 
Hangs on my boſom her dejected head; 
My helpleſs infants raiſe their feeble cries, 
And from their father claim their daily bread. , 
B 2 Dear 


ear tender pledges of 2 Honeſt eve; 

On that bare bed bꝭeld yout brother! Nez | 

Three tedious days with pinching want he ſtrore, 
The fourth, I ſaw the helpleſs cherub die. 


Nor long ſhall ye remain. With viſage our 
Our tyrant lord commands us from our home; : 
And arm'd with eruel laws cbercive power 
Bids me and mine Oer barren mountains roam. 


Yet never, CHATHAM, have Saran a a 
In riot's orgies, or in idle eaſe; m1 
Ne'er have I facrific'd to ſport and play, 
Or wiſh'd'a"patnper'd/ appetite to pleaſe. 


Hard was my fare, and conſtant was my toil, 

Still with the morning's orient light I foſe, 
Fell'd the ſtout oak, or tais'd the lofty pile, 
Parch'd in the ſun, in dark December froze. 

Is 
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1 Is it, that nature with a niggard hand 
; Withholds her'gifts from theſe once favour'd plafns? 
Has Gop, in vengeance to a guilty land, 
Sent dearth and famine to her lab ring ſwains ? 


Ah, no; yon hill, where daily ſweats my brow, 
A thouſand flocks, a thouſand herds adorn; 
Yon field, where late I drove the painſul plough, 
Feels all her acres crown'd with wavy corn. 


But what avails; that o'er the furrow'd ſoil 
In autumn's heat the yellow harveſts riſe, 

If artificial want elude my toll. 
Untafted plenty wound my craving eyes? 


What profits, that at diſtance I behold 
My wealthy neighbour's fragrant ſmoke aſcend, 
If ſtill the griping cormotants withhold 
The fruits which rain and genial ſeaſons ſend? 
Cy — 
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If thoſe fell. yipers of the public well! 


Yet unrelenting, on,ous bowels pre; 


It ſtill the curſe of penury We ſeel, EH geg g 
And in the midſt of plenty pine away? 


In every port the veſſel rides ſecure, r re 
That wafts our harveſt to a foreign ſhore; | | 
While we the pangs of preſſing want endure, 


The ſons of ſtrangers riot on our ſtore. 
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O generous. CHAT HAM, ſtop thoſe fatal ſails, 
Once more with outſtretch d arm thy Britons fave 
The unheeding crew but waits for fav ' ring gales, 


O ſtop them, e er they ſtem Italia s wave. 


From thee alone I hope for inſtant aid, 

Tis thou alone canſt fave my children's breath; 
O deem not little of our cruel need, | 

O haſte to help us, for delay. is death. 


1 
80 may nor ſpleen, nor envy blaſt thy name, 
Nor voice profane thy patriot acts deride; 
Still may'ſt thou ſtand the firſt in honeſt fame, 
Unſtung by folly, vanity, or pride. 


So may thy languid limbs with ſtrength be brac'd, 
And plowing health ſupport thy active ſoul ; 
With fair renown thy public virtue grac'd, 
Far as thou bad'ſt Britannia's thunder roll. 


Then joy to thee, and to thy children peace, 

The grateful hind ſhall drink from plenty's horn: 

And while they ſhare the cultur'd land's increaſe, 
The Poor ſhall bleſs the day when PIT T was born. 
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